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IF YA MISS THIS PUTTSHORTY, = THERE THEY ARE,PLAYING 
YOU'LL OWE ME TWO 2), THEIR CHILDISH GAMES AGAIN, 
WHILE I WORK MY FINGERS TO 

THE BONE IN THIS HOUSE! 


rc} 


GONNA MISS, 
FRED! 


BARNEY RUBBLE, CZZ 
YOU STOP 
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. GET IN HERE, BARNEY! p Ss eee YOU'D BETTER DOA | 
‘| YOU'VE GOT TO TAKE UP : GOOD JOB, BARNEY. 
:] THE RUGS AND BEAT THE : 
1 , DUST OUT OF THEM! 


SAUMBLE 
MUMBLE 


HEY, FRED, HELP ME GET THIS RUG ON THE 
LINE, WILLYA. 


i 3 SPINELESS 
OKAY, SHORTY, THEN IM Be AND HENPECKED, . 
GONNA GO FISHIN’! I AIN'T A AML? 


I NEVER SAW YOU WORK THIS 1 «+ -BECAUSE FRED. 


i : WAS INSIDE THE 
; aD 


THE FISH ARE BITIN’, SHORTY! 
Mm I'M GONNA CATCH PLENTY! 


BARNEY, WHEN YOL FINISH 
THE LAWN, IL WANT-YOU pai 
Se THE BARNEY, DO 


; WINDOWS! f THIS, BARNEY, DO THAT! 
I'D HAVE TO BETWINS 
TO DO EVERYTHING! 


Fi THIS IS BAD! I’M SUPPOSED IF L'JUST HAD A TWIN TADOTHE HARD | 
TO KEEP RU@BLE ANDO FLINT- WORK, I'D BE ABLE TO GO FISHIN' OR 
STONE HAPPY, BUT RUBBLE- BOWLIN'...BUT THAT'S UAPOSS/BLE.S 

IS MISERABLE! O : = 


YOU MUST NEVER LET ANYONE SEE 
YOU BOTH AT THE SAME TIME. YOU 
MUST BE VERY CAREFUL! 


BEHAVE OR I'LL 
| MAKE YOU B074/ 
DISAPPEAR | 


WHATEVER YOU 
SAY, NEEDLENOSE! 


Jae ee : \ 
CONTINUED AFTER NEXT PAGE 


I- THOUGHT BETTY ) T/M BOSS IN MY HOUSE, 
WAS GONNA KEEP | FRED. CATCH ANYTHING? 
YA WORKIN! ALL 
DAY, SHORTY. J) 

fe =] 

SS poe iting 
Wes 
Cy 


ARE YOU CRAZY, BARN? “CSiizmn 
YOU DIDN'T PUT A WORM 7 EQ 
LON YOUR HOOK! NY 
C] ee A . . ies 


FSS ep 
WN ate 
| if Wit Pes 


HW 


YOU PROBABLY : 
CAUGHT AN OLD BOOT. = 


THAT WAS JUST DUMB LUCK! YOU'LL 
NEVER CAITH A FISH 


IT WUZ JUST DUMB LUCK, RUBBLE / 
WORM, WOULD HE? /| USE cooKIES ORA | p> 
WELL, WHY SHOULD HAM AND CHEESE I ’ 


WE LIKE THE SLIMY, J SANDWICH ONCE IN y 3 
WRIGGLING THINGS 74— A WHILE 7 


Pie : : I’M JUST FINE, THANKS TO BARNEY! 
ER.HIYA, )o HE DID ALL WY HOUSEWORK 
FOR ME TODAY. 


YOU HEAR THAT, “S= 
FRED? GET IN THE HOUSE AND \% 
WASH THE WINDOWS! IF BARNEY 
CAN HELP BETTY, YOU CAN HELP ME! 


AWW, SHUCKS, 


WAS 


AS LONG AS YOU'RE NOT TIREO, HO UN 
DEAR, WOULD YOU MIND WASHING |} SAID Z/M 
ge THE WALLS TOO? 


ces 


1) 


I DID? I MEAN,..I 
REMEMBER NOW! 


RIGHT, FRE, FLINTSTONE! 
BARNEY SPE’ T THE WHOLE 

* | DAY HELPING BETTY WHILE 
YOU WERE FISHING. EZ 


BARNEY WAS FISHIN! WITH ME USTEN; SHORTY, YOU DIDN'T DO ANY WORK 
HOW COULD HE MAKE THEM TODAY ! YOU WERE FISHIN’ WITH ME! IM 4 
THINK HE WAS DOIN’ me 
HOUSEWORK ALL 
DAY? 


SSSsssHHH! Y¢ 
a YOU'LL RUIN 3 
NC EVERYTHING! } 


WHO IN THE...IT'S 
THAT LOUDMOUTH, 


BARN 


” PRETTY _ 
7 SLICK, RUNT! 
NOW GAZOO BETTER, 


Y& FIXED SHORTY UP WITHA ) f 
TWIN SO HE COULD 00 CHORES aN 
FOR HIS WIFE! NOW, MAKE - 


WHERE [S THAT 
NEEDLE-NOSED 
LITTLE NOODNICK ? 


WELL? WAVE THAT NX Tt | HE DON'T LOOK LIKE ME... \ Za 
WAND, NEEOLENOSE/ MY NOSE AIN'T THAT BAD ’ 
; ONE LIKE YOU AN! I GOTNICER LEGS! 


AROUND, BUT WHEN 
YOU'RE TWINS 


YOU ARE (DENTICAL ! 
TLL LEAVE IT To YOU 
TWO TO DECIDE WHICH ONE 
WILL WORK ANO WHICH 


SO YOU DO ALL HE HIT ME 
THE WORK: WHEN I WASN'T 
LOOKIN’! * 


3 YOU'RE NOT 
a as SEEING THINGS, 
BETTY! FRED __(% 


f I KNOW... 
BARNEY IS 
IRONING FOR 


THAT'S IMPOSSIBLE! FRED 
COULDN'T BE IN TWO PLACES 


AT ONCE: BETTY AND 


WILMA ARE 
COMING! 


FRED! WHAT ARE YOU DOING 
HERE ?- YOU'RE 
INSIDE SCRUBBING 


ae | ee ene 
ot HEH HEH--I g - r : SOMETHING “Sy 
7 DASHED OUT HERE fi \) Funny is GOING ON! N 
‘\, TO REST A LITTLE! \ ¥ BARNEY STOPPED IRONING 


V o— 3 
a NO HE'S WATCHING OUR NEW 
NEIGHBOR, THE WORM / 
GRAB FRED, WILMA! WE'LL GET TO WE'LL LOCK Wogan 
THE BOTTOM OF THIS ! THEM IN THE i) 
; - Ns HOUSE, BETTY.!} 
\ ae Bia a J ieee! 
if a a <7 


YA CAN'T LEAVE US IN HERE, ») \ 


WILMA--THERE’S NO WINDOWS 1 SUM: DE- Dum: 27 


‘ -DAH-pAW 
y Om - DAH-DA 
” THAT'S FRED : 


HUMMING..-HE'S OFF 
R KEY ALL THE TIME! 


INE GOT FRED, 
BETTY! GO AND BRING 
BARNEY, BETTY! =O 


THINK IS TRUE, SOMEONE 
IS GOING TO HAVE SOME 
EXPLAINING TO DO! 


GAZOO, YOU'D BETTER 
GET DOWN HERE INA v9 “"t must 
HURIRY |. : REACH THERE 
‘ IN TIME! 


WE LOCKEQ 

YOU TWO IN THIS 

ROOM--BUT WE'VE 

GOT YOU TWO OUT HERE-* THEN, : 
YOU'VE GOT TO BE TWINS’ Be 


CMON, NEECLENOSE! ] WE can HAVE TWICE AS’ 
MAKE ME TWINS 7 sLicer"EUn, ¢ : 


STROQUBLE AND 
“MAKE ME 


TALK ABOUT IT; 
WILMA! I'M CON- 


I CAN DO 
BETTER... 
KE TH/S!/ 


WHAT LINE! SUCH 
FEELING! IT IS 


aN 

YS <\ 
og Te TAKE ir! 

HOW MUCH WILL YOu 


tex FOR THIS 
MASTERPIECE ? 


NAME; SiR-«-« 
\ & REMBRANDT 
RUBBLE! 


I CAN FAINT 
BETTER THAN HIM! . 
DLL GET RICH! 


IS BARNEY CRAZY? 
HE PUT ON MY 
HOUSECOAT AND 


SOME CANVAS. 
IT’S SIMPLE TO 
FIX UP AN 


COLOR IT WAS 
BEFORE YOU 
GOT HERE 


WANT TO NY WELL, I AIN'T MUCH <{ THINK YOU COULD PAINT 
BUY MY INTERESTED IN THAT THE BARN, SHORTY? 
PAINTING ? 


I'D LIKE TO 
MODEL FOR 
» YOU. 


FINISHED, 
RUNT ! 


STOP (T, BETTY! I 
DECIDED I DON'T WANTA 
BE AN ARTIST AFTER 


MY, WHAT AN INTERESTING PAINT Y MAYBE L'D MY HUSBAND IS 


ING! I'LL BLY IT. HOW MUCH DO 
- SELL IT, Ma'am! + THIS PICTURE f 


BETTER NOT. VERY ATTACHED TO 


YOU GET BACK IN 
BED! I KNOW YOURE 
NOT SLEEPWALKING, 


(| r R\ 
poor “ 
OPENS, BARNEY RUBBLE, 
YOU GET THIS ROLLING 


PIN ON THE HEAD, EVEN 
| IF YOU ARE SLEEP- 
WALKING. fe 


I WUZ ONLY 
"I wuz JUST 
ANYHO! 


‘BARNEY RUBBLE! 
I CAME OVER FOR, 


WAKE UP, BARNEY:..YOU WERE 
HANING ABAD DREAM! 
Se . 


OF COURSE, DARLING. 

IT WAS ONLY A NIGHT— 

MARE! YOURE AWAKE 
NOW... 7S OVERS 


7 
THEN HOWCUM \ 
A YOU'RE STILL 
IN IT? 


: 5 vA 
eases —_s = sd = 
iy e NoT Now, ‘ \4 ,, NO, BAM 
WRD, BAMM-BAMM ! 7] L s ne ee. 
C = a 
a P Lig j 
\fea2 


HE 
WANTS ME TO 
Go oUTsloe 


AND LOOK AT 
A LITTEE,BIRE 
HE CAUGHT! 


DID YOU SAY 
LITTLE 


“Are you and Fred ready for the Water Buffalo’s An- 
nual Dinner Dance?” Betty Rubble asked Wilma 
Flintstone as they sat near the fireplace one evening 
after dinner. “The dance is only two weeks away and 
, Barney. hasn't allowed me to buy a new dress yet,” 

* Betty complained. 

“t don’t buy a new tuxedo every year, so why should 
you buy a new dress every year?” replied Barney. 

“Barney Rubble, you're a miser!”’ Betty scolded. 

“I'm only kidding,” chuckled Barney. “You can buy 
a new gown tomorrow!” 

*“RBarney, you're a doll,” complimented Betty. 
“Wilma, did Fred let you buy a new dress yet or are 
you still arguing about it?” Betty inquired. 

_ “We're not arguing,” Wilma admitted sadly. “! 
“can’t buy a new dress. Fat Freddie isn’t softhearted 
when it comes to money. Fred said that if his old tuxis 
,good enough for him, then my old gown is good 
enough for me,” sighed Wilma. 

“| haven’t seen Mr. Tight Pockets since we finished 

_ dinner,” said Barney. “Is he in his counting ream 
squeezing his pennies?” 

“No, laughed Wilma. “The big spender is in the 

* bedroom trying on his old tuxedo!” 

“Look at this!” Fred roared angrily as he stormed 

into the living room. “My tuxedo doesn’t fit. It shrunk! 
' Look how small it is. What happened to it?’ Fred 
furiously demanded to know. 


Fred's tux was tighter than he was. He couldn't but- ~ 


ton his shirt or close the jacket. The pants were skin 
tight! Nothing fit the way it was supposed to. 

“| don’t think it’s the tuxedo, Fred,” Wilma 
answered. “I think something is wrong with your 
body!” 

“| don’t understand!” grumbled Fred. “What are 
‘you talking about? There’s nothing wrong with my 
* body. I'm in great shape!” boasted Fred as he sucked 

in his big belly. 

“The tux didn’t shrink,” said Barney. “You swelled 
* up! You're in great shape for a brontosaurus! Freddie 
+ my boy, you're fat, fat, fat!” teased Barney as Wilma 
; and Betty giggled. 

“How can | be fat? | get plenty of exercise,” replied 

Fred, 
' “the only exercise you get is lifting a fork filled with 
: food from your plate to your mouth,” Barney joked. 

“Well, | guess that means | get a new gown for the 
dirinet dance,” stated Wilma. “Since Fred has to buy a 
new tuxedo, | get to buy a new gown. He can’t wear 

. what he wore last year, sol don’t have to wear what 
wore last year.’ 


“That's right, Wilma,” agreed Betty. 

“It looks like Fred's moldy, old wallet is going to see 
the light of day at last,” added Barney. 

“Hold it right there,” ordered Fred. “My tux doesn’t 
fit now, but lhave two weeks to get into it. I'll diet and 
exercise and by the time the dance arrives, I'll be 
skinny enough to fit into my old tux,’’ Fred predicted. 
“Barney will help me to reduce. Right, Barn?” 

“Right-O, Fat Freddie,” Barney answered as he 
winked at Wilma. 

“If you don’t get into your old tux, then Wilma gets a 
new dress, right?” asked Betty. 

“Right!” agreed Fred. 


Bright and early the next morning, Coach Barney 
Rubble knocked at Fred Flintstone’s front door. 

“What do you want, Rubble? It's six o’clock in the 
morning!” complained Fred. 

“I know,” answered Barney. “It’s time for you to jog 
two miles. You‘re going to have to jog two miles every 
morning in order to slim down.” 

“I guess you‘re right,” sighed Fred. He didn’t like 
the idea of jogging each morning, but he had to lose 


“weight. He put on his sweat suit and off they went 


down the road. 


After jogging, Fred got dry toast and water for 
breakfast. At lunch time, Fred dined on lettuce and 
carrots, For supper, Fred had celery and cottage cheese. 
Before he went to bed, Barney made Fred do 
calisthenics. 

Fred was so pooped, that he fell fast asleep right in 
the middle of doing his last push-up. He fell face first 
onto. the floor and was out like a light. 


The next morning, Barney arrived again at the crack 
of dawn. 

“Today, I'm really going to make you work,” Barney 
told Fred who was still half asleep. 

“That's what you think,” answered Fred. “I quit! 
I'm buying a new tux and Wilma is getting a new 
dress,” he growled as he stormed off toward the bed- 
room, 


“Thanks, Barney. it worked perfectly,” said Wilma 
as she crept out of the kitchen. Wilma, Betty and 
Barney had planned to work and starve Fred until he 
gave up. 

“Heh! Heh! If they only knew the truth,” laughed 
Fred who was listening. “I tried on my old tux this 
morning and it fit perfectly. | wani Wilma to have a 
new dress, but | don’t want them to know that I’m not 
as cheap as | pretend to be!” Beste 


